Again the Professor leant his forehead against the cold
window. Then he moved away and walked up and down
the room, and at last he began to whistle. He whistled a
commonplace little melody, which his brain had recorded
without his realising the fact. It was called " Liebesleid."
He went to the piano and struck the same chord as had
been sounded there only a moment before, and allowed
the sound to die slowly away. Then he slammed down
the lid—there was a certain satisfaction in this abrupt
movement—lit another cigar and sought consolation in
his library. After some deliberation he selected a book—
it was Kant's 'Prolegomena—and tried to read it.
The experiment was unsuccessful. The sentences
passed through his mind, empty of meaning; they
seemed lifeless, inhuman, and offered no help. Oh, he
was a beaten man, this Professor Ambrosius, this
indefatigable research worker, this world-renowned
scholar* His spirit had forsaken him and his body ruled
ignominiously. Feminine limbs danced across the pages
of his book? a stream of alluring figures floated round the
walls; uplifted arms, outstretched legs, throats thrown
back in enticement, submission. The man groaned.
His feelings shook him. He was like a large tree shaken
to its roots by a storm. He pressed his fists against his
eyes. Yvonne was there, there inside his eyelids. Yvonne
was throbbing in his blood; she was dancing in his
brain. Oh, it was going badly with htm. He was nearly
finished. He could bear it no longer. It had over-
powered him. It had undermined him. It harmed his
work, even his work* It pursued him everywhere, in
the lecture room, in the laboratory. He was becoming
demoralised. He did not lecture so well. He was forced
to make pauses during which he was submerged by his
thoughts* It broke up the construction of his formulas*
La every retort he saw only one thing forming out of tbe
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